JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER	43
tral Ground" on which we were then living, the ground
between the English in New York, and American forces
northward. Frequently he would invite some old farmer
to pass the evening in the parlor at Angevine, and while
drinking cider and eating hickory nuts, they would talk
over the battle of White Plains, and all the skirmishes
of the Cow-Boys and Skinners. Many such evenings do
I remember, as I sat on a little bench beside my Mother,
while Uncle John Hatfield, or George Willis, or one of
the Cornells related the stirring adventures of those days
of the Revolution. There was a shallow cave in a rocky
ledge on the road to Mamaroneck, where a Tory spy had
been concealed, and was stealthily fed for some time.
And on the road to New Rochelle there was a grove
where a sharp skirmish had taken place; it was called the
Haunted Wood—ghosts had been seen there! The cave
and the grove were full of tragic interest to me, whenever
we passed them.
Every chapter of The Spy was read to my Mother as
soon as it was written, and the details of the plot were
talked over with her. From the first months of authorship
to the last year of his life, my Father generally read what
he wrote to my Mother.
The Spy, when it appeared, was brilliantly successful.
Never before had an American book attained anything
like the same success.
During those years at Angevine our education began.
Our dear Mother was our Governess, and from time to
time our Father examined us. We were "in school" two
hours, the three elder ones, Susie, Cally, and Charley,
sitting round our Mother in the parlor or dining-room,
while the author and The Spy were occupying the draw-
ing-room. Charley could read when she was three years

